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Bliss 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the prompt \'locks/chains\' for kink_bingo round three. My (old) card And so begins my Roy/chain 
mail OTP. 


The chest sat in the bottom of his wardrobe. It was an innocuous little chest, a plain wooden chest, with no 
fancy adornments. Roy wasn't sure if anyone else knew it was there, or if they'd ever looked inside. He had 
banked on it being too ordinary for anyone to be curious enough about what was in it, though he'd made up 
several cover stories if its contents were ever discovered. He wasn't sure he could take the humiliation if 


anyone ever knew. 


He never took it out when other people were in the house. He had to have the house to himself, for his own 
sanity, so he wouldn't be discovered. He lay on his bed reading, waiting for the front door to close at last. He 
could hear movement downstairs, the last hurried dash to grab everything that might be needed, before the 
house was finally silent at last, the front door banging closed behind his departing family. 


He set his book down and scrambled to his feet. He peered downstairs, making sure he really was alone. He got 


to the landing at the bottom, looked around for anyone who might have decided to stay behind, and saw no one. 
He always had to check, just in case. 


He wasted no time returning to his room and locked the door. A moment later, the plain ordinary wooden chest 
had been removed from his wardrobe and he sat it on his bed reverently. Opening the lid, he smiled as he saw 
the chain mail garments inside. There were two shirts, one much longer than the other. He lifted the longer 
one out and lay it on the bed He hadn't had it long, and it had cost him more than he'd anticipated, but it was 
worth it. 


He ran his hand over it, slowly, feeling the cold metal against his palm. It rustled quietly, softly, chinking as it 
moved. There was something beautiful about how chain mail felt against his skin, not that he could ever have 
described what it was. He stepped back as he stripped before slipping the shirt over his head. The chain mail 
slipped over his skin, and he shivered at the sudden cold. Before continuing, he closed the chest and stuck it 


back in his wardrobe. 


He lay on his bed, on his stomach, and shifted a little as he tried to get comfortable. The chain mail was 
relatively soft against his skin as it had been made with rather small rings, but it was still metal, and he found 
it rather erotic. He had used chains in the past, just simple chains that he dragged across his skin as he 
stroked himself, but it hadn't really satisfied. He'd only discovered the erotic qualities of chain mail after 
acquiring his first vest, mostly as a stage outfit. Suffice it to say he had never been able to bring himself to 


wear that vest on stage again. 


Lying on his stomach, it was much easier to slowly grind against the chain mail. Carefully, of course, he didn't 
want to injure himself, but enough to create some good friction He was already getting hard, and while the 
metal was no longer cold, it was still an exquisite sensation He bit his bottom lip as he slipped his hand 
underneath to close around his cock. He bucked against his hand as he held the chain mail in place, rubbing 


himself with it. 


Just as he was about to come, a pair of hands landed on his back. He froze and tried to look over his shoulder 
to see who it was. He was dreadfully afraid that he'd been caught, but a finger shushed him. It's just me, Bev 
whispered, | thought I'd find you here. Roy calmed as Bev's hands stroked his back, drawing the chain mail over 
his skin slowly. It was making him hard again as Bev pressed soft kisses onto the back of his neck. 


Roy turned him over as he lay beside him. A hand sunk inside the shirt to begin stroking his cock. The friction 


against the head was incredible. He lay back as Bev worked him, enjoying the sensations flooding his brain 


And then Bev kissed him once more and moved between his legs, and by then it didn't take long for him to 
come at last as Bev took him into his mouth. His breathing rapid, Roy lay there exhausted as Bev gently 
rubbed his body, moving the chain mail over his skin again He closed his eyes and let his head fall back against 


the pillow. A pleasant blissful haze filled his mind as he let the warmth flood his body. 


And when Roy opened his eyes again, he was naked and very much alone, his door sitting slightly ajar and the 
chain mail shirt lying folded at the foot of his bed. He wondered what had happened but didn't think on it long 


before he pulled on some pyjamas and crawled back into bed. He would put his shirt away later. He just wanted 
to sleep a little longer.. 


